I stand at the entrance of the crowded coffee shop, my anxiety already bubbling up. All I wanted was a simple cup of coffee, but even this feels like an ordeal. I scan the room, my eyes darting from person to person. What if I pick the wrong line? What if I can't decide what to order and hold up the line? My heart quickens its pace.

I finally choose a line and step in, clutching the menu as if it's a lifeline. The barista smiles and asks for my order, and I feel the pressure mounting. I can feel the eyes of the people waiting behind me, judging me silently. What if I stutter or forget my order? What if they think I'm stupid?

I take a deep breath, trying to steady my trembling hands. "Um, I'll have a medium latte, please," I manage to say, my voice wavering. The barista nods and starts preparing my drink. I can hear the impatient sighs from the people behind me, and my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

As I wait for my coffee, I can't help but overanalyze the situation. Did I say "please" too many times? Did I sound rude or demanding? The thoughts swirl in my mind like a whirlpool, pulling me deeper into self-doubt.

When my coffee is ready, I carefully reach for it, making sure not to spill a drop. The journey to the condiment station feels like a tightrope walk. What if I bump into someone? What if I knock over the sugar packets and make a mess?

I add some sugar and stir my latte, all the while aware of the scrutinizing gazes around me. It's a battle to keep my hands from shaking as I take a sip. I find a corner table, but even in this moment of supposed solace, I can't escape the relentless anxiety that plagues me. Every sip, every glance, every step is a minefield of self-doubt and fear. And all I wanted was a cup of coffee.
